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gamblin’ system?’ asked Mr. Rockyfeller. But it’s a shame to take their meney fr'm

 Mir. Dooley on Gambling.
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in fear iv his life that th' jook v Rosen will dayscind

we're obliged to have th® windows shut to keep in

e

By F. P. Dunne

to

& business m But what I complain iv is th® ace
thim in this underhanded way. Th' jook iv Rosen wili on kim, slug him with his system an’ take th' bread an’ noise iv th’ ¢hips an’ th' suckers an’ th’ smell’ he savs, cypation is so tee It's th' same thing night afther
“A gamblin’ system,” gaid Mr. Dooley, niver have no luck with that kind iv money. I warn him butther out iv th’ mouths iy his childhe, an’ th™ di'monds ‘i have a reli'ble staff. That salesman behind th' faro ht. They'se no tement. Th’ 1 dull routine
“like alyenation iv affictions is wan way now. A curse will hang over th' iil-gotten gains out iv the ears iv his wife. Wan iv our naytional in- box is an excellent clerk. I pay him eight dollars a in th' same overheated air, th’” sam to chin chag
iv makin' a livelihood among th British wrenched fr'm th' poor, ign'rant gambler be means 1\ dusthries is threatened. If this sign iv arrystocracy can night an’ he arns it. Th wheelwright who is jus’ now Wilh th’ young dhrunk an’ affictionate childher iv th’ g
arrystocracy. A young jook in New York a lead pencil an’ a prim'ry arith-metic. He may die come over here an’ roon our gambiers! what's to pre- bandin’ ye'er frind with th' specs a Stack iv bones in rich. I den't gamb Does J. Pierpont Morgar 1y his
S (] bhas th’ best wan I iver heerd lv. He's vint him frm robbin' Russell Sage or deprivin’ Hetty own bonds? It's same th 1 In
. “ been tellin' about it. ‘On Janocoary twine S Green iv th' discomforts if life? = ivry otl bus t iv nce enthers
g ty-eighth,” he says, ‘1 held a meetin® iv me syndi- & — “I niver was in a gamblin® house but wanst. Hogan rf N, in. But not th goods mer-
cate. Unforchn! sivral iv th’ mos’ enthusyastic ’r took me there. Besides bein’ a pote, he's a great fi- P f’ \ chant, th’ lawver. ti nor lender takes risks. H
an’ incurable was absent, it bein’ a busy day In nancier. He believes in Marconi's tillygraft. ‘Come up,’ days ar nlive 1 be excitement. Bnt there
th' insane coort, but at nightfall T was able to speed he says, ‘an’ help me woo th’ Goddess iv Chance,' he = risks business. IUs wan dul, morotone
With tin thousan’ dollars in th’ sweat-band iv me COro- says. I have a system,” he says. ‘1 haven't seen th' th® same b th" same dhre
net to th' altar where th' Goddess iv Fortune, riprisint- lady f'r years,” I says, ‘but Tl go along an’ see yve iv th’ mazuma, art si
in" a syndicate iv binivolent Jews, presides,” he says, home whin she turns loese th' dog on ve,’ I S. almost timpte Y
‘over th' exercizes iv her votarles,’ he says. ‘In other ‘Where does she live now? I says. ‘Over Dorsey's sa- brokin’. Wa
wurruds, I wint to play th’ foolish wheel,’ he says, ‘I lcon,” he says. An’ 1 wint with him. Th' Goddess iv i iy eme
Will read fr'm me di'ry: Thursdah: Plaved on'y th' Chance certainly lives well, Hinnissy. They was a sprained
twinty-siven an’ th' three, fr I'm thirtye years old’ naygur at th’ dure an’ th' reom was full iv light {rm
today, "an’ three frm thirty laves twinty-siven. TW chandyleers an' they was onyx cuspidors upon th' flure.
Bystem wurruks splindidly, J dhrepped on'y two thou- Business seemed %o be good but 1 cudden't see th’ God- all.
€an’, whereas th’ man on wan side iv me, that was dess_annywhere. “Where is th’ Goddess iv Chance? I kalf what
playin' a dhream his wife had, los’ twinty-five hun- ast Hogan. ‘Here,” says he, settin’ down in front iv th' in a muddy ¥
dhred, an' th’ man on th' other side iv me who was wheel an’ pushin’ over his pay envelope. ‘She’s a burly > on'y )
asleep 1os' three thousan’ an' a Masonic imbdlin. A lady," says I, f'r th' Goddéss had a black moustache an’ wit t = leas
800d day. Fridah: Today I pl th® four, th" siven an’ wore a sthraw hat with a hele knocked in it. *‘Woo her Life Jaw = v to i s \
th" thirteen, twice four bein’ iven an' thirteen th’ very gently,” says 1. Not icakin' f'r anny chanees | H
reg’lar Fridah number. Almost won twinty thousan’, wint over to th’ sideboord am' dealt mesiif two dollars’ ok 1 ] H
lost six thou 1 2 dah Play th' color system. worth iv turkey. I was Imptyin' th' pickle dish whin m is - \
I am detarmined f win. Th' bank is ividintly afraid th’ owner iv th’ varlor ook me be th' ar-rm an’ led I savs & X
iv me, f'r th' crooj has jus’ tol’ me in a veice croopy i me away {o a quite cormer. He was a wice man an’ o I e S 3 "
with emotion that he wecipt on’y money f'r chips. him an’ me soon had our feet in ¢ach other's laps. ma 1 e w -sha =
1t is toe I play th’ red. crooper is white with K “ ‘Yo have a fine business here,” s L. “'It's bet- : = Hih - t £
fear. 1 can hear him move his foot narvous y undher ther thin it was a few minyits ago,' sa; he ‘But it's s Hog { <
th’ table like a ma rukin’ a sewin’ machine, Th’ a dull tife.’ *‘I dom’t see what r-right ve have to com- \ :
wheel stops sudden It black., How sthrange! Sun. plain’, 1 says. ‘Ye have a4 gran' palatc¢hial place, [ says, . -3
dah; It is my v TH % r th' day th’ betther ‘Ye ought to be happy with these Brussells garpets, 5 I '
I'll do thim. But they frightened. They rayfuse glass chandyleers an’ jooled spiftoons,’ I says. ‘What I s
to tur-rm f'r a pair iv buttons an’' a solid, gun- d've want? 1 says., ‘That's whatlivrybody thinks,' says o
metal cigareet cas I lave th’ room an’ as I go out he. ‘People invy us who know nagwthin’ abeut th’ hard- 1 w is SyS savs S
1h’ crooper to concale his fear whistles: e-re they ships iv th' life. In th' first pldce, I detest cards. 1 # ] A <
anny more at home like you?” I will take me sys- niver gamble,” he says. ‘Befor§ 1 left me home in = &
tem to America have it fi'nanced. Me system,' he Injianny, me father who was a Méthodist minister m &
Bays, 'needs nourishment.’ he says. Terry Hut placed his hand on me head an’ said: “lkey, . < € 2
“1 1 surprise to me, Hin y, that th’ men r-run- ye ar-re goin’ out inte th’ wurruld. Promise me niver tl s A H
nin’ gamblin® houses ain't broks Maybe they ar-re rich but his conscience will afflict him to th’ end an’ to touch a card.” 1 promised an' I've kep’ me vow. i exchange f'r a patcher iv Salmon P. Chase is cap ble an X 1M
broke. May t ‘re broke ‘n'r just s»:-'»‘p up th' game his name will be spoken with scorn be future gin- wisht he hadn’'t ast. I's thrup 1 have made some trustworthy. Th' bright-lookin' fellow at tI ¢ sK I
because it's a thradition in th’ fam'ly an ‘-‘“'.‘ re proud rations to come. Th' law ought to shtep in an' inther- money but th' life is a dog's life ‘afther all. I have es- luck table I took out iv a broker's office s « s s S A
an’ they don't want th’ ol' folks at home to hear they've fere. Manny a gambler who has spint th’ bes' years iv tablished a fine business, although th' hours is long an’ man iv him. He was a con-firmed gambier
Guit an’ they need occypation to amuse thim, like bis life dalin’ two at a time an’ haulin’ in sleepers, is they'se a great dale iv wear am’ tear fr'm th' polis an’ he is thurly reli'ble.- All this, iv course, is onyright R i -
SN meer s A ey - - — e
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Homes Makes an Important Confession.

NAEIEZ ROM certain advices lately received from time so disgusted to think that my honorable calling “Exactly, M. Le Cog,’ said I, repressing with difti- “You became a tobaceonist yourself> he dem = PR i,
(;‘ Fﬂ the upper world, I judge that an attempt was being debased to the low level of mere commerce culty my desire to smile. “But you see aphasia is not “I tried to, but failed,” said I. “I was too T make S
] IR & is being made to prove that I am still that I resolved to put these persons to the test, and a coptinent, but a disorder.” smoking, and kept all the good ecigars in stock <
5 living in the flesh and did not meet an consequently mounted the steps leading to their offices “James,” saig M. Le Coq, sharply, “take away this own use, felling only” inferior weeds. That, of =317 4 y
» untimely end in the final conflict between “Ts Mr. Hawkshaw in?" I inquired of the man be- atlas and bring me the dictionary. You. must excuse ruined the business.” o
myself and Professor Moriarity, Inas- hind the desk. my clerk, my dear sir,” he added, apologetically, *he “Quite s0,”” said Le Coq. “And you became - =
much as this is constructively, if not in- “No, sir,”” he replied civilly enough, “Mr. Hawk- is a trifle dull. You see, we have so many cas so “A tailor,” I replied quickly. It was the way to the t gis ropria
tentionally, sn attack upon my sinecerity, I shaw has gone to Gehenna to discover the whereabouts varied. so complex- that w& cannot always, offhand, that came into my head.
herewith, my dear Watson, to send to you of a bag of diamonds recently stolen from Madame de rise to an occasion, ‘That James should have brought He eyed me Y:‘lﬂs"l)' with that e
through the medium of my present editor, your Pompadour.” me an atlas instead of the far more- useful dictionary, of his, but, while it made me nerv 1
new address being unknown to me), a true statement “Oh. indeed,” T put in, “well, can I see Old Sleuth?" is not wholly inexcusable, considering the unexpected in my own return gaze.
of what actually happened, together with some account “I am very sorry, sir, but Old Sleuth has been sum- quality of your proposition. As a matter of fact,” he “Indeed,” he said, drily. “A tailor, eh? In London®
ol my more recent adventures in this wondrous lower moned to the palace to discover who it was that put whispered confidentially in my ear, “I knew the moment “Yes.” said I.
world, whither all must sooner or later betake their carbolic acid instead of vitriol in the emperor's salad I saw you through the key-hole of the eclock that you “A geod one?’ said he, with a lurking smile about
way. Frankly, 1 have been hourly expecting you here,  dressing.” were suffering from apbasia, but 1 wanted to give that = the corners of his mouth.
else 1 should have communicated with you earlier. So “Interesting problems, both of them,” said I = “Can boy a lesson. He has no initiative, and merely carries “One of the best in the world.” T ed to :
many good Britons are daily arriving in large consign- I see M. Le Coq?” out orders. -Had he really“beer interested in his work, brag it out. “My coats fitted like the paj e
ments, due, 1 am tald, to the ravages of war, that “What is your business with M. Le Coq?” he asked he would Lave Corrected me. as I wished him to, and wall, my vests sat upon my customers as
kn vour reckless habit of patriotism I have feared politely. brought me a vocabulary instead of a map.” were a part of them, and as for my trouse
—and for my own asure, hoped, hoped—that ere “I wish to discover the identity of a man who I sus- “k quite understand youpuposition.” said 1 drily, “but perfection.”
many davs 1 “#hould t you with welcoming arms. pect has been my worst enamy for years,” I rfeplied. a first-class détective, M. 1,;".}“;_@0,5 he leave mat- Le COq tapped a bell on his table twice s 2 Bt
This eventuation now s remote, and, however “I will take M. Le Coq your card,” said the young ters to a clerk, or does he attend to the whole business tons entered.
much 1 may. regret the onement of a reunion s 32 N L L pimiself 2"’ “Show this ntleman out,”” he sai “Good
which would gladden my rit and relieve the tedium “ARat-e Just the point,” sald I', i 0 2 e e “The latter always, but we are so busy we must day \Srilli I":xvmifqtl:]xk!?l\‘-n:rlt':x :] = :
Ot TR 5 W ‘hi here by the Styx, I nevertheless I had I should know the name of the man I seek. occasionally leave some things to a subordinate,” Le -"'H*x . \'untm‘rml -“\\'h\ 2 ”\\‘:-v
; glac England's sake that you The clerk eyed me narrowly. Coq replied, magniticently. “My method has alwavs been “I cannot.iake your case. sir.” he inter ripted -
spared to h she stands today in such .1 don’t understand,” said e 5 £ to deal with the question in the large. But'to-return 19 - emptorily. “You are mot frank with me. Good morn-
need of her 1 best. I wish, too, that - was afraid you wouldn't,” I observed, A':nals YPur DWnitabe: you |ane atehads " in;l." 3 : g L 4
1 might return to scenes to put my mind upon why Iv wish YAO see M. Le Coq. l’erh.aps.hv W"mmx _ “T've tried to be,” said I. I rose up, completely nonpl ed, T must admit
the  ordblaira wiil S0 vex my countrymen. ‘But alas! “Who is 1T. James?"” ’Hmrf.a vvmce from the u:mh> “Are you conceited?” he demanded, suddeniy. e ;m; w‘iilinz i ,e-».!\!i i O“‘A,' ¥ saia g ;‘rna!:'.'
this may not b.. for in very truth I have departed from r»f“.'a. tall antigue clock standing in the corner of the “Very.” said I. ¥d like to kndw iy i send Amw off }"U u:.nr;-mv.‘:
the life terrestrial, and am now settled permanently in m“‘(‘hobndv seems to know,” replied James. “He don’t “Whom do yoa admire most in life?” e queried. niously. What have I done?” ¢ ¥ here w
my new abode. know, and I don’t know.  Spd—a¥ “George - Washington,” I replied, off-hand. “Done?’ he cried angrily. “What have you donc? . .
ym the moment of my arrival T have found much “I will see him,” said the voice from the depths Le Cou looked a trifle disappointed; and, then he You have tried to deceive me while seeking my aid. 1 D : =
1y time and to divert my mind, and plenty of the clock, whereupon the door of the ancient time laughed. y - : : cannot try to discover your identity when vou tell me an w i o .
ity likewise for the practice” of my pro- piece opened, and Le Coq stepped out, I recognized him “Most conceited men,” he observed, ‘admire . them- untruth, for I can only reason from a basis of fact. ‘ st 8é I
frankly, the tives who preceded me here at once by the tense look of his right eve, as well as by selves most. 1 had hoped to su_ prise you into blurting “Well,”” 1 said, meekly and hesitating regretting o . : T Bas
—Hawkshaw, Le ( Old Sleuth, are prime ama- the short, sharp nervous method of enunciation fwhich cut yvour name. I know you are not George Washington, that 1 had been caught in what undobtedly was a iic, t w
teur pared to choosing the blague methods he affected. for he is a client of ours.” vet curious to learn in what manner 1 had betrayved my- 1 - . i, W 4
of the us man than by subtlety actually fe “What can I do for you today, sir?”’ he asked, clos- “Here’s the dictionary,” said James, returning with self, “'I grant you I—er—I was not a tailor, but how daid g “- “‘ == -
reting out the 13 of crime. Indeed, there b ing his left eye wholly, and staring me coldiy in the the book. you know I wasn’t?”
been much Jaug ver the methods of g face with his right, slamming the door of the clock needn’'t bother about thC"“t—'““’“”'; M. Le “Because,”” said Le Coq, haughtily waving me. out “ ) Kene < Bangs
three persons, who hoped that they he violently behind him. Coq,” said 1. "Ax»h:‘lsia is a mental disorder invelving
monopoly in th fession, and most divert o “'. 1 to be identified,” said I, simply. “You see, forgetfulness and inability to utter the thought that is L e [ e e . —
ing was the sp my eyes on the first I am a sufferer from aphasia, and I cannot recall my in the mind. 1 know who I am :mrfpu]_\"vcel.l, U_'H I for- [
day after mn I ip -the main name, although I know perfectly; well who I am.” get the word or sequence. of words whn-l'x indicate my A l'te’ary Le“e,
business street busy, bustling avenue, “Hum!" said Le Coq, scratching his head, with a identity. I have just aIT.l‘t'd. :mrf I don’t want m”{l” &
whereon in the hour's walk one might puzzled expression in his right eve. “Aphasia, eh? Well to a hotel and register without being sure of myself. Contiasd fru Page 93
encounter the gre in all history from Adam —er—James, bring me an atlas,” he added, turning quick- “Come inside,” said Le Coq, n:"‘ninguthe little gate. oy ontinued from Page I
down to 1res  in  art, letters and Iy to the clerk at his side. “1'd nk--‘_\'r'u to come inte the privu.(n m:w.o where I can ‘ﬁ"f‘j e :11; burly generalities Mr
scien wctors, great princes—it L must confess I could not penetrate the mystery talk with you. You aré really an interesting case, Mr— ::]rt;hk‘1-.-I‘xk.\r'r'1m}”": .r]:’..‘. hw:'Yy-.-.—:l.-alr:'I“ :\~r.>\ -
was diverting, I = to see swinging overhea amid of the atlas, but I held my peace. er—ah—I forget your name?” & v\‘ui'rtkl '\vvl 1"1': ~n ';\I : T ;l h. .,‘.' 3 —
- - 3 = v 3 » o % o . E . And, like the man who siruck 2
all these interesting scenes, flaunting garishly in the “Aphasia!” Le Coq repeated, as James retired, and So do 1,” said I, not to he taken by surprise. T S Ry e
public eye, gilded sign denoting the location then he muttered, “That’s new to me.” I walked into his sanctum and sat finwn beside a huge - ‘\lr. \“'..\'(‘i‘];q\rn!‘lt;‘)w.l 5 aiffarat. - aaia
there of the of James reéturned bearing the book, which he placed wardrobe zh_:lt too!( up one whnlg side of t.he room. et \““tivlu thr-. ra;\i“rfhl{t prmc sl gl ik
3 ‘ various disguises,” explained Le Coq, as he - . 3 ; = -
S E— ———————— on the counter. ed my glance at this great piece of furniture. “In For work of this kn‘m. it. must be either bludge
Le. Coq turned over the leaves of the atias nvm ‘,“" ,.\a' e ,’" D rge ’ Z rapier—the bludgeon is more fun: and a mere lin-
H.\\\-l(.\'!LU\'._ l,l‘:‘,<,'«:)(;, SLEUTH hastily, peered anxiously at a number of the maps, and five minutes I can transform myseif into any kln-d ”f ary cane is unexeiting. The whole thing is ly a
‘ 0——'—-———“\;“—-«1 \—“—-—-—————0 then ran his fingers slowly down the vertical columns %ﬂ‘.?tl’:..’,‘r JeEtaca, and _%D c.(')mplt‘lel_\', that mo efie would form of international! horse-play, and must be « o
of that part of the index which was davoted to the IS0 Jue W b.': m“.hdr' out either with hearty knockout humor. or stingi
with smaller signs all over the buflding announcing T A “Remarkable,” said I. = : wit. Mr. McNeill falls between all the stools. Mr
¥ St —— - “You say you are a sufferer from Aphasta?’ he “Now as.,.(.o YOO oW £ase," he-oboefvel,: “Twiienbe land certainly didn’t mean half he said against S
i TR T _ , ) asked in a moment, sparring for time. do you g 3y 3 ) men, but he seldom committed the blander of support-
_\nS'rmh?"-;“"“\f‘-"“\l[",‘-“b WHILE “That's the situation,” said I, watching his finger “London,” said I ing his statements. One forgot to criticise his scien
R s with an eager interest. o .l.“ng",“ co A e in the force of his knock-out blows. His art was to be
i S — “Perhaps I can help you,” he said. a trifle em- P‘""” there,” said I » : . frankly outrageous. Mr. McNeill's aim, however. Would
barr d, as he failed to take note of anything like . “‘f\h' heﬂ(’rwd, “We are getting at it~ Yeu-are an seem to be to argue and mm\'inrn.» and when _gen-
t"—— T aphasia in the list of printed names, “but you will have L“*f"\’f_}l“_n“"f A i s A eralizeés, his strokes have merely the over-emp! . of
FERRETS ] to help me a Hlttle. We detectives, you know, sir, are 1at wonderful penetra Y g t I, but I never i temper, and none of the force of that fine rage Mi
BY SPECIAL APPOINTMENT after all merely another kind of doctor. We must rely let - "”"“{ do you guess l'Y,laL' I said 3'101“1- Crosland so cleverly simulated. No, I _withdraw my su;
S AT somewhat upon what our clients tell us. Now, frankly, —DENcE Talng ‘\‘lr‘.' SRS, W= Nabring potitipey. M. .(‘n?smnd SR S “.\rmm ,“T.“"
R W e ST S although in my vouth 1 was acquainted with all por- shake of his head. I certa.?n-ly shall not reveal to ¥ou Egregious English”; and one can only wish he ; lm--—’:wx
tions of the civilized giobe, I never in all my experience, “f" secrets of _ syst-em, Your .'a“‘_ﬂ_‘ was a member th»-vllin.ghsht.n_:u‘l is really a much richer subject fo:
i - heard of Aphasia. I've heard of Africa, and I know my of t‘lu: )?.nusv m.lord.-‘a. he added inquiringly. : i i»uglllsl!x‘ »cruu-nsmz . ATEX e
1 FAMILY SKELETONS: 1 Asia as well as the next man, but the composite—that . "No,” I replied, “he kept a toRacco shop in.Cheap- As it is, ove feels about Mr. MeNeill's stricture
REHABILITATED. - =N i iR o = L sid — i o e - A S simply that they are self-evident, or untrue, or equailly
peaplenen. me. - W h(r»» 5 "4 i “p.“ continent which, is Another point, cried Le Coq, gleefully, gos e well applicable to the bourgeoisic of any other
el R D e 3 B R unknown to i, and from what city or part of Aphasia not of noble birth.” on the earth. The Englishman well déeserves the
dre others, by which it seemed evident that o .‘\:w‘.l \;‘.‘fll‘.'l - asia. M o Ot ::.\‘_[ar-":(:lnu.sf" I r'riid. “How. do '\"“3 do it?” i 4 “egregious,” but somehow Mr. McNeill vfai]s x:1
and a hundr oth ¥ i ; Why,” I began, ‘“‘aphasia, M. Le ¢ q Never mind that,” returned Le Coq, patronizingly, us realize in what his egregiousness consists. You find
this precious trio had ned the idea that the science *You see,” he interrupted, genially, “if we knew the “if you knew, you could be a detective like myself, The yourself taking the Englishmen's side all the - time,
of deduction was the practice of guacks rather than precise plice in Aphasia where you are best known, by main point is whether or not I am right?™ ;\;herea's when Mr  Crosland brandished the shillelagh, ;n“.lzp
the subtlest of prof ms. writing to your friends there and Gescribing your per- “You are, sir,” I responded,. “I am an Englishman gpe couldn’t come to the poor Secot's assistance for Fed g
So diverted was 1 by this display, and at the same sonality we couid soon ascertain—-" and not of noble birth.” laughing at his plight. Compare, for instance, Mr.
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RE we becoming more careless of our | be made quickly for these 100 words, the | Circle,” a novel by Katherine Thurston, . day before, he wrote Oof his intention to | experiences. The author of the diary,
A speech? We used to have an au- I problem of writizg as fast as the words : ;‘.n‘d 5, 1\]-mlh. three novelettes by Joseph drown himself somewhere in the Hudson ! wlﬂmver he or she may be. must have :
i thority called “7.000 Words Often | 27¢ SPoken is haif solved. | Conrad. tiver. The body was never found. but his | passed through them. At the same time

.1 therity - ik = o S o 3 ) - frlr;_'.d received on the day following the | one cannot help feeling that qguite pos-
2} Mispronounced,” but the compiler of }tvzsl Thus far in the present year not a| The rewards of authorship is always a | Suicide two packages which the young| sibly this book is another literary hoax

valuable work has recently added 3000 | dozen novels have been published, but, pertinent topic, but the subject has been | man was supposed to have sent just be- | and that. after thousands of readers have
words to the collection and the revised | Within the next few days. three or four | forcibly brought te mind recently by the | fore taking his life. in one of the paek- | svmpathized with the tragic story, some

e : blished, 1= called 10,000 | S¢ore Will be gut. Of those already issued ; account of Bret Harte's estate. amouni- | ages was the manuscript of his tragedy, | well known author wiill be found out as
edition, just published, i= calle 0y | “The Pit”" takes first rank. Not only is | ing, as it does, to but 31,80, and the re- |-'“The Captive,” which a number of pub- | the writer of the book.
Words Often Mispronounced Our ¥n-l it the best-selling novel of those pub- | cent death of a very popular author, | lishers had rejected; in the othér pack- iiere are two or three extracts from
guage has, of course, grown since Mr. | lished this year, but, in many parts| Frank Norris, whose most valuable sot | o&e was the diary now published. - the Journal:
Phyfe compiled the first collection, but | of the country, it surpasses tho;_ I%\'t)r_{t;»s was @ book published after his death. A | According to the preface, written by “Yesterday I was a cable car ecnductor
o 'n 3,000 words bigger in | Of last season. Mrs. W iggs of the Cab- | book which will also keep the subj up | another friend of the unfortunate Arthur | and today I am a poet! 1 know of some
it has not grown 3, 28 | bage ¢h" continues to_ sell in large | for discussion for some time to come has | Stirling, the voung man was one of the immortal poems that were written by a
several years. Perhaps we are trying to | quantities, to the great delight of tife | just .appeared. “The Journal of Arthur | submerged who felt that he had a great’; druggist's clerk and some by a gauger of
use more words than formerly. a eondi- | publishers, with whom the book is a | Stirling™ it is called, the diary of a | talent. He was a dishwasher, a street liguid barrels, but none by a cable ear
tion which would expiain an increase of | record-breaker as to number of books | young man vho day by day set down his | ear conductor, a workman at various | conductor.” “Jt sounds interesting: tell
errors of pronunciation. The use of words ! s0ld. Probably the most remarkable sell- thoughts during a period of doubt aund | kinds of labor. His tragedy wis com--| us about it!” says the reader. I shall
Is an interesting study and Mr. Phyfe ! ing book of those ublished last year is | waiting in which a score of publishers | posed while he was almost starving, and | but not today. p
has, in his works, given additional in- Stewart Edward ‘hite’s ““The Blazed | refused what was his masterpiece. 1t is | then followed a more rable period of i ““This sounds like Jesting, but it is-not.
terzst to the subject. Few people use  Trail.” The story was brought out early  a record of struggle and defeat which  Ris life in the attempts to get the work I have only been a cable car conductor
more than 2,00 words or have a vocabu- | last « ring, nearly a year ago, and its | should make young writers hesitate be- Fubli‘ed. All of his feelings are showny six months, bnt in that time [ have
lary of more than that number. and it is | sales have steadily increased each month | fore deciding on a career of authorship. | in the diary.. He tells of his vain efforts | taught myself to read Greek with more
estimated that more than half the people | since its Fubllcat on. ‘The usual course | The story of Arthur Stirling goes far to | in the way of going from one publisher, | than fluency. All you need is good heajih
in the world get along with less ti n | for a novel is a diminishing sale after the ; prove that literature is one thing and a | and the is set down with every evi- | apd spirits, a will of iron and a very tiny
500 words. Shakespeare used some 15,000 | first three or four months of its life. salable k ‘another. As a maiter of | dence- of truth, according to those who n&e book in the palm of your hand. full
different words and, according to one au- | Most notable of the books to be out this | fact, féew know whether such a person as with the practical of the words vou wish to . And then
thority, there are 16,000 different words ; month are “The Better Sort,” a collection | Arthur Stirling ever Wved. Some time ) ‘alfor ten or twelve hours a day vou go
in the Bible. The fact that 100 different | of short stories by He James; “The | last summer a notice of the suicide of ‘fabout hammering!" It is exceilent dg-
words make up half of those useq in | Chameleon,” by James Weber Linn, a {an Arthur Stirling a in one of the it is fighting all day, ‘Peus., po-
speaking and writing is generally recog- | novel of ‘modern social life: “Lees and | New York papers. The young man ‘was the foot—pous, podos. the foot—
nized by the inventors c¢i shorthand sys- aven' 2z story of western and New | but 2° vears of age, accoréing te the Je- - e wn east and

. By devising word-signs which may | York City life, by E. W, Townsend; “The | port, and, in the letter to. a friend the West—pous, podos, the footl ™

By Herbert Brewster.

| . "I was lookiug at a literary journal to-
day. Oh,- my soul, it frightens me! All
these libraries of books—who reads- them.

{ what are they for? And each one « the pro-
jthem a hope! And I am te leap ovel iy a word
{ them ali—1—1? T dare pot think about it!” | shows an amazing &¢

i -“1 wait to hear from'the publisher mere- | who feel an interest age

f!.\" as a matter of duty. I have mever | my part, 1 do not see =

had the least idea that he will take th

{ Marconigram may not be

! book. 1 have made up my mind to drown | the whole matter. It was rather a art-
{ myself. There is no mess about it, and ling suzgestion made the other day that, =
; men do not hive to know of it. I have ! but for t doctrines of the theesophists
often read of murder cases. They tie a | who, 3 ago. promulgated thelr belief
rope around the body znd a stone to the | in wir communication—by  t!

rope; but the stone slirs out. or the rope | trarsm on however—Marconi d
wears, and then it is unpleasant. 1 used | not h hought of a em of wireless
to say that they were fools, why did they | telegr and  that, but for H. G.
not get a dumbbell ur something like that, ' We ar of the Worlds.,” he wouid
and a small chain. Then there would | no: e thought of certain imprevements
bave been no trouble.” {in projecting his ether waves. We alwavs

felt that the fmagination of the nowel
was supericr to that ot the scientist b
we never thought of ziving'H. Welis,
Jules Verne and others of the kina the
credit for many of the modern wonders.
As 2 matter of fact, however, it is doubt-
ful if Marconi ever heard of. the the-
tesophists when he first thought of wire-
jless telegraphy, and be has so littia
time for reading that it is deubtful if he
knews there is such an asthor as . G.
Wells, however well he is known to the
Irest of the workd.

st

&

There are some thousands of people just
now tryving to invent a word which shall
mean a wireless teiegraph message across
the ocean. The word Marconigram has
already come to mean a wireless iele-
gram, but the recent success of Marconi |
in sending messages across the Atlantic
hag created 2 need for a special word to
apply here as does cablegram for a mes-
sage Dy cable. Every day brings a batch
of suggestions to the editors of the New
York papers, and coni” was in

.




